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The comicallHiHorie 

A coync that bearcs the figure of an Angel] 
ftampt in gold, but thats infculpt vpon s 
But heere an Angell in a golden bed 
lies all within. Deliuer me the key : 
heere doc I choofe, and thriue I as I may. 

Tor. There take it Prince, and if my forme lie there 
then I am yours ; 

Afor. O hell ! what haue wee hcare, a carrion death, 
within whofe emptie eye there is a written fcroule, 

He readc the writing. 

osdll that glisters is not gold. 

Often haue you heard that told, 

Many a man his life hath fold 
Tut my out fide to behold, 

G uilded timber doe veormes infold : 

Had you beene as wife as bold. 

Young in limbs, in ittdgement old, 

Tour amferershad not beene infer old, 
Fflreyewclfyour fate is cold. 

Ador. Cold indeede and labour loft, 

Then farewell heate, and welcome froft i 
Tortia adiew, I haue too greeu’d a hart 
T o take a tedious leaue : thus loofers part. fxit. 

Tor. A gentle riddance, draw the curfaines, go. 

Let all of his complexion choofe me fo. Sxettnt. 

Enter Salarino and Sclanio. 

Sal. Why man I law 'Bajfanio vndcr fayle, 
with him is Gratiano gone along 5 
and in they r fhip I am fure Lorenzo is not. 

S ola. The villainc lew with outcries raifd the Duke, 
who went with him to fcarch Tajfamos fhip. 

Sal. He came too late, the fhip was vnderfaile, 

But there the Duke was giuen to vnaerftand 
that in a Gondylo were feene together 
Lorenzo and his amorous lefftca. 

Befides, asfmhonio certified the Duke 
they were not with Tajfamo in his fhip. 




ithe Merchant of Venice, 

Sol. 1 neuer heard a pafsion fo confufd. 

So Itrangc, outragious, and fo variable 
as the dogge lew did vtter in the ftrects, 

My daughter, 6 my ducats, 6 my daughter, 

Fled with a Chriftian, 6 my Chriftian ducats. 

Iuftice, the law, my ducats, and my daughter, 

A fealed bag, two fealed bags of ducats 

of double ducats, ftolne from me by my daughter, 
and lewels two ftones, two rich and precious Hones, 
Stolne by my daughter : iuftice, find the girle, 
fhee hath the ftones vpon her, and- the ducats. 

Sal. Why all the boyes in Venice follow him, 
crying nis ftones, his daughter, and his ducats. 

Sola. Let good Anthonio lookc he kcepe his day 
orhefhallpayfor this. 

Sal. Marry well remembred, 

I reafond with a Frenchman yefterday, 
who told me, in the narrow Teas that pare 
the French and Englifh, there mifearied 
a vefTell of our country richly fraught : 

I thought vpon Anthonio when he told me, 
and wifht in filencc that it were not his. 

Sol. You were beft to tell Anthonio what you hcarc, 
Yet doe not fuddainelv, font may greeue him. 

Sal. A kinder gentleman treades not the earth, 

I faw Bajfanio and tsdnthonio part, 

Taffanio told him he would makefome fpeede 
of his rcturnc : he aunfwered, doe not fo, 

(lumber not bu fines for my fake 'Bajfanio , 
but ftay the very riping of the time, 
and for the /ewes bond which he hath ofme 
let it not enter in your minde of loue : 
be merry, and imploy your cheefeft thoughts 
to courtfhip, and fuch faire oftents oflouc 
as Hiatt conucnienily become you there. 

And euen there his eye being big with t cares, 
turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
andwith affection wondrous fcncible 
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